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The Tragedie 

Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter names. 

£ht.Mar . Why fo 1 did,butlooke for no reply ; 

OUt me make the period to my curie, 

C/o.Ti* done by me and ends by Margaret. lelic. 

Thus haue you breathed your curfe againlt your 
ChtxM, Poore painted Qucene, vame flourilh ol my for- 
Why drew ft thou fuger on that botled iptder, ftunci 
Whofe deadly web iufnareth thee about > 

Foole foolejthou whetft akmte tokillthy felfe, 

Thetime will come when thou fhalt with tor me. 

To helpc thee curfe that poifoned bunchoackt toade. 

Ha Falfc boadingwomamend thy frantick curie, . 

Leaft to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 
j?«.cJW.Foule flume vpon you, you haue all mou d mine. 

Ri. Were you well ferud you would be taught your duty. 
9u M<uTo ferue me welly ou all Ibould doe me dutre. 

Teach meto be your Queene, and you ray fubicrts : 

O ferue me well, and teach your felues that dune. 
Dorf.Difpute not with her,die is lunatique. 

9h.M , Peace maifter Marquette, you are malapert, 
Yourfire-new ftampeof honour isfearce currant . 

O that your youngnobilitiecould iudge. 

What t' were to loofe it and be miferable ? 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to drake them. 

And if they fall they daih themfeiues to peeces. 

GIo.G ood cpunfeU marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. • 
Dorf . It toucheth you(my Lord)as much as me. 
^r/o.Yea,and much more,butl was borne fo hign, 

OuraierybuildethintheCacdatstop, 

And dallies with the winde,and Iconics the lunne. 

Jgu.Ma. And turnes the Sunne to ("hade, alas, alas, 
Witnes myfunne,now in the (hade of death, >, 

Whofe bright outfhining beames,thy cloudie wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkcneiTefoulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aeiries ncaft. 

O God that feeft it', doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 
i?*^Haue donefor (hame, ifnot for charitic. 
<ga.c3f.Vrgc neither charitic nor fhame to me, ^ 
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of Richard the Third, 

V Ld (harmfully by you my hopes are butchered, • 

My charitie is outrage, life my (hame, 

^nd tn my ihame diallliue my forro was rage. 

% cK fZ.O princely Buckingham, IwillkilTcthy hand, 
.f&ne of league and amitie with thee : 

Now fair e befall thec,and thy princely houfe, 

Tbv earments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compare of my curfe. 

'Buck. Nor no one here, for curfes neuer palle 
The lips of them that breath them in the aire. 

He not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 
there awake Gods gentle deeping peace. 

0 Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when he fawrtes, he bites,and when he bites. 

His venoms tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him: 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their rnarkes on him, 

Andall their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth die fay my Lord of Buckingham . 

Buck Nothing that I refpetf my gracious Lord. 
g.Ma. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
^ruHoothd the diuell that I warne thee from t < 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he diall fplit ihy very heart with iorrow, - * 
j^hd fay poore Margaret was a ProphetelTe : 

Liuceach of you, the fubiedls of hishate, 
t^ndhe to you, and aill of you to Gods. ' ■ exit. 

Haft. My haire doth ftand on end to hcare ner curies. 
rtM.ydndfodoth minc,l wonder ihees at libertie. 

Gte, I cannot blame hef by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had toomucKWtt*ttgi#nd 1 repent 
My part thereof that I foaOWtene , ' 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my kngwledge. 

Git. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

1 was too hot to doe fomebody good, 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: : b 

MarrvaQfnr CUrence^hc is well repaid, ' 


